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of public assembly. I felt assured now, that if I went
quietly home she would receive me should I call on the
morrow; that all she wanted of me was that I should
behave decorously; that she was (with good reason)
afraid of my making a scene. Yes, I understood what she
wanted; but I was running amuck and I had to speak to
her there and then. I moved over to the group amid
which she was talking. They were all strangers to me;
yet I rudely shouldered my way in among them. There I
stood my ground listening to her, though I trembled like
a whipped cur whenever her eyes rested coldly on mine.
I was obviously unwelcome. No one said a word to me
and it must have been plain that she resented my in-
trusion.

"I cannot tell how long I should have gone on standing
there. To all eternity, perhaps. I was spellbound. To
her, however, the strain became unbearable. Suddenly
she broke off and, with a charming and convincing
assumption of indifference, said: 'Well, I'm rather tired
so I shall turn in early. I'll ask you to excuse me. Good
night!'

"She gave a friendly nod which included me with the
others, and turned away. I watched her smooth, white,
well-shaped back above her yellow silk gown and at first
(so dazed was I) I scarcely realized that I was to see her
no more that evening, that I was to have no word with
her on that last evening to which I had looked forward
as the evening of salvation. I stood stock-still until I
grasped this. Then . . . then

"I must put the whole picture before you, if I am to
make you understand what an idiot I made of myself.
The big drawing-room at the Residency was now almost
empty, though blazing with light. Most of the guests
were dancing in the ballroom, while the older men who
had lost taste for pairing off in this way had settled down
to cards elsewhere. There were but a few scattered